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CHAPTER XIII.
(Conlinmued,)
Varge Makes a Discovery.

ARGE'S eyes still held upon

{ the other, not a flicker in

their steady gaze, a ques-

tion in their depths that

needed no words to amplify It.

Merton wet his lips with the tp of
bis tongue,

"You—you here?™ he atammered. "1
=1 thought you were at Berley Falls
this afternoon.”

“You thought I was at Berley
Falls!"—the words came with quick
significance from Varge's lips.
“Well

“At—at the trial, you know," stum-
bled Merton, realizing that his remark
bad been unfortunate and clumsily
trying to glosa it over. “Everyboly
knew, of course, that you were there,
and everybody thought It would last
for several days yet. I—I thought
you were there, and so naturally I
was surprised to find you here, and—
and"— bhe stammered sgain, paused,
shifted uneasily in his seat, tried to
meet Varge's eyes, and then flung out
parvously: “Curss it, why do you
look at me like that! Don't look at
me like that, I tell you!”

“How long have yo'' besn visiting
Miss Rand?' demanded Varge.

“1 don't see that it Is any of your
business,” Merton responded surily.

“Shall I belp you to answer?’ sald
Varge sternly. “Since that day when
you came to see me in the poniten-
tlary yonder—is that right?"

*Well,” snarled Merton; “supposing
it IsT What Is it to you?" He broke
into a sharp, nervous laugh. "You're
not jealous, are you? One would
think you were In love with her your-
self the way you''—

Without a trace of color in his face,
white to the lips, his eyes hiazing,
Varge had closed the single step be-
tween them.

’ *You have dared to come here,” he

said hoarsely, "“You have dared to
touch that pure life with yours, black
to the soul with the gulit of helll
Answer ma! How far has this thing
e?" His hand closed suddenly
with a crushing, vice-like grip
on Merton's shouldsr,
=Keep away,” Merton od.
*Keap away—kesp your off me
with that ghastly -strength of youra™
“Angwer me!"—Varge's volce was
eminously, deadly low. “How far has
s thing gone?”
“J—1 love her,” mumbled Merton.
®3—I told her so.”
“And she?'—Varge's lips scarcely
moved, as the words came tensely.
“She sald ahe didn’t love me"—the
rl was creeping back into Maerton's
ca, and an ugly look into his face,
Varge's hand dropped from the
other's shoulder, and he st back.
“Thank God,” he said, “she has
been saved that hurt!"
g *1s thers anything else you want to
: know?' Marton burst out violently,
“Anything else you oan bully out of
me because you hold something over
y my head? If there {an't, I'll go."

Then Varge turned.

*Wait!”" he commanded curtly.
*“Thers {8 nothing else I want to sak
you—but there Is something that I
have to say. When you leave here
to-night, you leave here for the last
time—do you undarstand!"” He paused
for an instant, holding Merton with
his éyes. “You can write Mlss Rand
from Derley Falla that you are going
away, or make any other axouse that
you llke to account for your visita
esasing abruptly—but thsy are to
coane. s all”

CHAPTER XIV,
A Strange Monitor.

T was mid-June. A grateful
breese, tempering the bot
afternoon, stirred the leaves
and branches ocaressingly,
ﬂ;nluu&om them in re-

agponss, as though they volced a
friendly welcome, a low, whispering,
musical rustls,

From the direction of the hedge
that bordered the village street came
the steady whir of the lawn-mower.
And, In the hammock, swung under
the shads of the slm, Janet Rand iald
down her book, open At her plaoce,
agross her lap, and, lying back. clasp-
od her hands behind her head,

A letter of Harold Merton's, more
than a week old now though it was,
hapt obtruding itself inalatently. It
bad come a fow days after hia last
visit—a long letter begging her again,
a8 he had done that day when they
had trained the Virginia cresper to-
gether, and as ha had done once more
on that last evening after the drive,
to asway for a little whils at lsast,
urging her to seek a4 change, new sur-
ro ngs, new life, which hs was
w would be of o much banafit to

And he ended the letter by stating
that business, & matter of Import-
ance, posalbly entalling a long trip,
forced him unexpegtedly to leave Ber-
ley Fulls that day—that he could not,
therefore, give her any address then,
but that a letter sent to Berley Falls
would be forwarded.

Her eyes opened wide, full of sud-
den,, quick attention. The whir of

hwn mower had ceased abrupt-
For an instant the stalwart form
Varge beside it sesmed to atand
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rfectly motionless, rigid, stralned,

tent; then the handle dropped from
his grasp. He turnod, facing the cor-
ner of the gray prison wall, where
through the trees sho could just see
the figure of the guard pacing back
and forth upon Its top—and his shout
rang like a c¢larlon through the qulet
of the peaceful wfternoon.

“Firal"

The flash and roar of the oarbine
from the wall, a wild shout from the
guard, answered Varge's cry.

“It's In the kitchen, I think,” he
eald hurriedly but in qulst tones as
hoe paused beslde her. “I am afrald
tho fire must have got a good deal
of headway before it showed Itself.
See!" A thin, yellow fame-tongue
appeared for an instant over the
poak of the roof,

He turned as
around the corner of the house and

reced on along the driveway to the )

rear.
A rush of smoke drove him back
from the kitchen door as he opened it

hs spoke, dashed ;

|GRCATER LOVE HATH_NO MAN o (*

~—and mingled with the acrid odor of

burning wood came the gharper, more ,'._i

pungent odor of burning oll,

His resources were a bucket and
the olstern—the latter twenty yards
away at the slde of the barn. He
smiled grimly—as well a thimble to
dip In a hand basin! The kitchen, at
least, wna already long past the hopa
that lay in the buckets, though If
thers were only men eno

might— =

A horse's hoofs thundered up the

driveway and a rider flash

sight aiound tha corner, .ldt iwn::

Kingman, the mounted patrol,
“Good Lord!™ he yelled. “The whole

place’ll go, It's"—
Varge leaped toward the other

through & roll of black smoke that

surged suddenly—colnoldent with the

roar of an exploslon, a can of super- @

heated kerosene probably—across the
w‘. h!l.-‘twoen thmlt’.

“Is there any re apparatus In

“’"‘..,"'" he :;kola crisply.
en"” sa ngman, “There's
hand tub In the"— »

“Then get It—qulck!™

It was not convict and guard—Iit
was man to mon-—the one dominant,
contained, self-possessed; the other
flurried and excited—and without hesi-
tation or question Kingman obeyed.

A group of guards, the warden at
their head, were just turning In from
the road. He saw Janet Hand speed
across the lawn to meet her father,
and then all came toward him, run-
ning at top spesd. At the corner of
the house Varge halted and walted
for them to join him.

Warden Hand's eyes sweapt the roof
for an Instant,

"Bring the good-conduct men over
hera with buckets, Laldley," he or-
dered tersely. “And bring them on the
double! I'll have a closer look at this
—the rest of you can start getting the
things out of the house: it's as well
to be on the safe side. And a ladder,
Laidley"—he called aftor the guard.
“Bring a ladder!”™ :

“There ls one in the barm that Is
long enough, air," sald Varge, “I'll
have ’!t up by the time the men are

From the barn Varge dragged out
& ladder; and, as the warden helped
him to place it, a durst-of chesrs AN
yells went up from the front of the
house,

Into the driveway they came, two
long parallel filles of them, like fast
travelling anakes, thelir striped bodles
wriggling this way and that, the
rl.}ht-nntlnd turn from the road like
a fold in the monster's talls, On thsy
cams, the convicts, thirty to the fils,
their white faces flushed now with
thelr run from the prison gates, their
eyes bright with eagerness and ex-
cltement; on they came, the tramp
of their feat, the clatter of the
swinging buckets sounding doml-
n;mtlr over the cries that bhailed
them.

Varge sprang upon the ladder and
began to climb.

& pulled himself to the roof, and,
straddling the peak, edged his way
along past the chimney to A position
neaar the centro.

A striped form took its place be-
hind him on the roof, another and an-
other, back to where the head and
shoulders of & man standing on the
ladder protruded over the eaves—then
he lost the line untll it appeared again

close by the clstern's e beside the
consarvatory.
A cheer, more a stifled rale,

echoed along the line behind him—a
dhrlugln' bucket was thrust into hls
and.

He raised himself to his fest now,
bracing himself as best he could on
the precarious footing, and shot the
contents of the bucket over the glow-
ing patch of the shingle,

They came fast now, at barely half-
minute intervals, the bucksta—a full
one pushed Into his hand almost as
rapidly as he could place its contents
3”" effectively without wasting one

the precious drops, and swing It
back again empty to the man behind.

Faintly to Varge's ears came a roar
of voices, then the beat of hoofs, a
clatter and clang In the driveway be-
low—tha fire-tub had eome.

A full bucket dAropped from the
nervelesa hand of the man behind him,
rolled splashing, ricochetting down the
roof and plumped Into the firs below.

In a flash, concentrating, gatharing

mantal and physical faculties alike, fo

Varge whirled around, his hand shot
out and locked in the other's collar
ust as the man pitched forward,
ead down, upon thas slant of the
roof, Varge dragged him back, sup-
porting the limp flgure with ons hand
while he reached for the naxt oncom-
ing bucket with the other.

“Quick!" he shouted, “Water."

Tt was three men hehind, and it
came with painful slownsas—the man
he held was but little further gone
than thoss who astill fought gamely

on,

At last the bueket reachad him, and
he dashed the contents over the man's
bead and shouldaers and Into his face.

A shout cams ringing up from be.
low. It was the warden's voles, and
he had evidently drawn his own
conclusions from the tumbling buck-
et, or perhaps had seen what wus
happening through a lfting laysr of
smoke,

stream of watesr lashed the roof, broke
and spattered llke great tumbling
drops of raln. The tub was at work.
The man, rovived & littls by the
douche, moaned, but still hung Inert
on Varge's arm. The men close to
the ladder begun to back off the roof
and descend; the one next to Varge
and his charge edged a- little nearer
to help—he was shaky and weak, and
Yargs motloned him away,

“Get down yourself; it's all you'll
be abla to do,” he sald quickly. “I'll
manags all right—send somae fresh
men to the top of the ladder to get
this chap."

With a hoarse gasp of assent the
other moved away.

A momoent Varge supportad the
nml-unounlcﬂu man agninst his
knee while rapldly unlaced his
boots, removed them, tied the strings
together and slung them around his
neck—hils stockinged feet would cling
where bis boota would give him no
chance at all. Then, as though It
were A baby, he ralsed the other In
his arms and began carefully to maks
his way along the peak of tha roof.
A moment more, and the top of the
Iadder was guined. Here others took
the man from him, and then, putting
on his boots agaln. Varge awung
himself onto the rungs and thence

d to the ground. i

Close by him stood Martha, a heavy,
stupid creature, to whose- carelessness
probably the fire owed Its origin.

“Whare is Misa Rand?" he demanded
quickly.

“1 don't know,” she sald. “I heard
her say a little while ago there was
something of her mother's in her rooin

that she had And that she
was going to [T baven't seen
ber —

“What's that?™ Eveposed a volce
sharply—and the little doctor was be-
tween them. “Bhe's gone in there?
You let her go in there—h'm?—b'm?
—h'm?* he jerked out. "My Lord!
—he turned and began to run for the
veranda.

It was a hundred yarda to the houss
from where Varge stood, and the doc-
tor was alrendy two-thirds of tho
way there—Varge's hands closed
down on the other's shoulder, halting
him, as he sprang up the steps onto
the verandm.

“I will go,” he sald, with quist fin-

ality.

"guu will do nothing of the sort!”
anorted tho little man, stamping and
‘wriggling to fres himself. “You're
pot fit to go Into that again and'—

“I will go,” repeated Varge evenly,

For the &ncuon of a sscond thelr
eyes met—then he pushed the doctor
gently away from him and sprang
through the open door.

Hmoke, & thin, hasy, wavering,
light-gray vwell of It, shut down
around him and stabbed at his ayes.
A single glancs be gave into the dis-
mantied rooms on either side of the
hallwny—then dashed for the stairs.
Heavior, denser here, as though me-
capting his challengs, & gust of
strangiing fumea ed down to
meet him, and for an instant checked
him, stoppsd him, drove him back &
ste flagnh

.

Ha tore the jacket from his back, held
it over his nose and mouth—and leaped
grimly forward. Above, angry red, a
sheet of flame spurted across the head
of the stalrway—the upper rear of the
house was & seething furnace—and
somewhere, somewhere above him she
—he moaned like a man In delirium,
his head and lungs seemed to be }mgt‘

!anat!"-har name burst from his
lips spontaneously In & flerce, an-
Fulshed cry; and, as though it were
the magle word that rent amunder
the flood-gates of his moul, there
surged upon him a mighty wave of
passion—all that was primal, slement-
al In him rose in liberation as to soma
wild, stupenduous revelry, full of ex-
quisite torture, of infinite joy, and all
of happiness, all of sorrow that &
world of life could avar know,

In another moment he had reached
her and was on his knees beslds her.
Hulf across the threshold of a door
she lay, motlonless, unconsclous, her
face bloodlesn white, one hand out
flung, and tightly clasped in it o tiny
Ivory miniature—her mothar's ploturs,
#he had rushed from her own room
across the hall, probably, just as th
fire burst through from the rear, hud
tried to make for the window of this
other room whers It was almost fros
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placed n spade, trowel, rake and hos
In it, went down the drivoway to the
rond and stopped half way along the
outslde edgn of the hedge. Here he
unloaded his tools and began to bumy
himself with ons of the holes that
the children hal mads in the hedye
the previous afternoon. Kingmun
was just coming up the road from
the direction of the creok.

Varge, to all appearances oblivions
of the other's approach, waorkad
steadlly on, his back turned to the
rond. Kingman rode alowly by
Varge turned a little now to walch
him. Kingman passed the prison,
kept on up the road, and gnnntlv
disappeared from sight behind the
rise of a little hill. The average time
before he would reappear cowing
back and be able to command &
view of the road clear to the creek
was ten minutes—but twice that
morning it had not reen ten minutes
~well, that was tht risk he had to
take, It would only mean a dash for
it at the end, and Instant pursuit in-
stead of an hour's start before he
was missed.

Varge dropped the rake from his
hand to the grouna, dellberately
wheeled the barrow onto the rond and
started with It toward the village. He

quickly, but without show
of haste. It was the very audacity

and simplicity of his that he
counted on for success. They oould not
see him from the walls; true, it was

unusual for a convict to walk down
the road, but after the fire of yester-
day & little of the unusual might be
expeoted by those he met; everybody
knew him ana the man who worked at
the warden's place—and what more
natural supposition, deduced from the
bumping wheelbarrow, than that he
had been sent, perhaps to the village
store, for something too heavy, too
unwieldy to carry by handl There
was Kingman-——only Kingman-—to fear.

if he could reach the creek, he
would ask na more.

e was well down the road now.
The houses were closer together on
elther hand—the homes of the guards,
mostly. He went on unconcernsdly
—the few peopls he d, as he
had expoected, pald little attention to
him—hs was too obvious. The larre
building on the bank of the creak
at the left of the road—he was with-
in a hundred yards of it now-—he
could ses was the general store.

suddenly hes strained his ears to
listen. Hehind him, over the thumnp,
thump, thump of the wheelbarrow,
pounded horse's hoofs coming oo at
a sharp trot. He did not turn his
head— %nro was no sound of wheels
—It was Kingman. The average ten
minutes that he had hoped for was
not to be his—Kin . this time,
could have ridden but a ashort dis-
tance over the rise of the hill before

Closer, louder, sharper pounded the
hoofs. Twenty yards to go! Varge's
eyon fixed on what was evidently a
little path used by the children, and
Bonlhur thelr elders as well ,to soram-

le up and down on from the road to
the edge of the stream. Ten yards! It
wan just at the corner of the stors, too
narrow for a horse, the stors sesmed
bullt almost on the water's edge and
the bridge ralling came close—now!

He turned the wheelbarrow into the
path, sacrificed half a second to give
an alr of leisurely nonchalance to his
movements—and then, as the side of
the bullding hid him from the road,
he shot the wheslbarrow forward from
his hands, leaped down tha little de-
clivity and ran llke a deer along the
bank for the bushes ahsad. ‘s
natural course would be to
to look or to

her from the flvor and lifted her In
his armas,
The golden halr brushed his chesk.

It thrilled him, whipped his velns
into flery streams, dominated bim,
overpowered him, mastered him. He
knew now, knew for all time to come,
forever more he knew—he loved her.

He swept her closer, tighter to
him; and then, with reversntly low-
erod head, as he rushed forward to-
ward the window, his lips pressed
the falr, white brow In a long, linger-
Ing kiss—the hungry, hopeloas, silent
cry of his heart, his soul, his belng.
No: she was not dead.

They were coming now. He heard
A ladder thump against the window
slll. Hes railsed his head—and upon
the parched lips, the scorched face,
came the old, brave, quiet amlle, as
he reached out and lald her In ber
father's arms,

CHAPTER XYV.
The Escape.

IHERE was no other way.
Through the long blackness
of that night, whils the
guards’ steps on thelr
rounds rang along the steel plat-
forms and the faint, low, indefinable
medley of sounds from ' the sleeping
prison seemed to whisper and mur-
mur in stealth togeither, Varge lajy
upon his eot fighting out this new
problem that had como to him. As &
mathematiclan svolves some strange
and abstruse oalculation, checking
and rechecking his steps to verify his:
solution and finding ever the same
result, so to Varge over and over
ngain came inevitably the same con-
clusion, There was no other way-—
he must escape,

To stay thers, to ses her day by
day, to touch her perhaps, to hear
her volce, Lo have the awful, lronlc
hopelessness of It all thrust upon
him with each look Into that dear
face that stirred his soul to the
deptlhs in an agony of yearning, was
beyund his strength to bear,

And so the night passed and morn-
ing came, and once more Varge
walked from the prison gutes to the
warden's home. That afternoon his
ehance came.

Janet had asnt him one day to look
for a pruning knife that had been
mislald somewhers, and in his search
he had gone to the hay loft, which
now was used as & storage room for
the house and filed with old trunkas,
broken furniturs and the usual gar-
rot accumulation, He had seen an old
pair of trousers and & discarded coat
of the warden's lylng there,
~ He secured these now, undressed
quickly, put on the trousers and drew
the striped prison pair on over the
others. Placing some hoarded bread
in the pockets of the coat, he folded
the garment, wrapped it around his
body, bandage-fashion, and tled It
there with a plece of thin rops, which
he took from a small chest or hox
around which It had been corded;
then he donned his prison jackst an
began to search hastily around the
loft, A very dirty and ragged soft
felt hat rewarded his search., This
he slipped inside his jacket, went out
of the barn and calmly procesded
with his work from where he had
left off In the morning.

It was as nearly 5 o'clock as ha was
ahle tu judge the time by the sun
when he took his wheslbarrow,

& wheal
creek—perhaps expec

after a load of sand. y that time,
when Kingman would catch sight of
him and for the first time realize that
it was an escaps, he should be closs
to ths busheas.

Once In the woods, and he would
have a start again; It would tuka
theam tme to organizse a posse.
With that start he should be able
to elude them until dark, when the
advantage would be his and—

Hoofs rattied on ths wooden bridge.
Varge was running with all his
strength, sure, light footed, mpoed-
ing llke the wind—the bushes, the
trees, were growing nearer and near-
er, ulmost at hand.

“Halt!"—hoarse-flung rang the com-
mand from the bridge.

Just & yard, balf a yard, a foot
still to mak roar of a carbine
echoed and reverberated up and down
thoe little vallsy—a bullet drummed
the air with & low, venomous whir
closs to his head, and elipped a show-
er of lsives from the brenches—anid
the next inatant Varge had plunged
l?tc‘: the bushes and was hidden from
sight.

CHAPTER XVI.
Fugitive!

ARGE swerved instantly to
the right, lung himaslf flat
on the ground and began
to crawl,
was that!

‘What
of the oreek some one was running—

Along the bank

a man—heavy treaded. Varge ross
to his feet and, erouching low, hant
almost double, began to run eau-
tlously. A orash—the pursuer had
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plunged Into the bushes where, not
more than two minutes before he
himself had dashed for cover—tiere
wan the thrashing of branches—eom-
ing closer,

An instant, barely that, and heave
Ing, floundering, red-faced, carbine
In hand, Kingman burst Into sight,
not & yurd awny. There was a cry
from Kingkman, the carbine was halt
lfted—and, in his prison clothes like
soms striped, hunted tiger at bay,
Vargn leapad. In a flash his band
had closed on the carbine and
wrenched It from the other's grasp.

"Kingman,” he sald in & low, deadly
voles, “you know my strength. 1
have no wish to hurt you—but I am
peing to pet away. Take your chance
~go back.'

A moment Kingman's eyes met
Varge's, faltered an sloquent apprecl-
atlon of the desperate odds against
him with his carbine gone, and the red
ehbed from his face—then his jaw
set hard,

“1 can't ge back,” he sald hoarsely.
“You know that. I've got to get you
—like this"—he hurled himself forward
as he spoke.

It was & brave man's act, a hrave
man's words, fully sensed by Varge—
but there was no cholce—no cholce.
He sldestepped with a lightning-like
mavement, hia left fint shot out and
swung crashing upon the point of
Kingman's Jaw—and Kingman dropped

Vodpe o There ot beat no
malice in the blow that had stunned
the man and stopped the headlons
rush—but it was a blow that had
meant no other one should need fol-
low It—thers was no time—no time.

The carbine was atill clasped In
Varge's right hand. He turned and,
resuming his doubled posture, ran
on. For houra he ran.

At a roadslde, as twilight fell, he
sat down to rest. The clatter of
hoofs, the crunch of whesls drew
near, a horss cams into view-—and
then Varge was on his fest. Through
a tangle of wild raspberry bushes at
the side of the road a dog rushed at
him, yelping and barking madly. The
team stopped Instantly, and a man,
leaping from the buggyv, came run-

ning forward.

“Down, Hriggs! You confoundad
imp of Satan, down!" shouted a
volee,

A foot from Varge, forepaws wide
apart, hin head stralght out on a level
with his back, quivering with excite-
ment to the tip of his shaggy tall, the
Irish setter obeyed so far am to drop
into & low and prolonged growl—but
now Varge leanod coolly back against
a tree—he had rocognized the n.

Another inatant and Dr. Kreelmar,
pufMing and blowing from hia short
run, had reached the spot.

“Ha!” exclaimed the litile doctor
flercely. “Bo I've got you, have 11 1
had & suspicion that was what Briggs
wan after, #o [ lost no time In follow-
ing him. Now, then, sir, march to
that buggy and get In! Quick, now!
No shillyshallying about it—back you
go to the penitentiary!”

Varge's only movement
shake his head,

“1 think not,” he sald ealmly.

*What!” snapped the littls man
feroclously, “You u re-
sint!”™

was to

Varge smiled at him quietly.

“Yes," he sald.

“Hum!” sald Dr. Kresimar. He
pulled out his handkerchisf and
mopped his face unnecessarily.
“Hum!" he repeated. "Refuse, eh?—
consarned fool If you didn't! You

could make s mouthful of me—I've
done all I could—a t load off my
consclence—hum! g, keeDp &
olvil tongue in your head—we'ra In
the hands of the hoat of the llldll.?r-
ou've ocaussd A pretty uproar over
;ondcr. a pretty uproar! Ahout the
only n who haan’t something to
say In KI an—and he un't" be-
caune I've got his jaw in a sling.

“Kingman, yes,” sald Varge quickly.
L | hﬂpﬂ"-—""

*1 Jooked for s compound fracture
at loast when I heard you'd hit him,"
sald Dr Kreslmar in a ludicrously in-
jured tone. “But, pshaw, 1 could tap
& man as hard as that myself! Heart
wasn't io It, eh? That's It, eh—
what 1

Hrigge, with a giance at his mastar
as though to confirm his own cot-
clusions, was snifing now at Varge
in more friendly fllhll)vﬂ. nnd‘.ua.
denly put up his paw. arge, atoop~
ing to pat the gloasy brown head,
miade no anawer to the 3

*Hum!" sild Dr, Kreelmur, "So you
made & break for it at last ve
an idea It's what I would be tempted
to do myself If [ were an innocent
man shut up in thers'

Varge pulled nt the silky ears and’

rubbed the dog’s muxzzle.

“[ sald If T were an lnnocent man!™
rapped out the choleric littla fellow,
erumptlr irascible at falling to draw

args out.

"l';urd you,"” aald Varge, without
1ifting his bheaad. I haven‘t that jus-
tification— 1 am mnot an Innocent
man."

Phen I hopa they eatch you!™ an.
nounced Dr. Kralmar, with sudden
calmness and squanimity. "If you're
gullty I hope to the Lord they cutoh
you, ‘pon my soul T do! And they
will, he continued complacently.
“They always do. There's hean four
breaks alnce 1've hesn at the prison
and they nabbed every one of the

four. All four of ‘sm headed north
for the Canadian line, trying to maks
Cunucks out of themselves

“Fool thing to do, damned fool
thing to do-that's the first place
they'rs looked for. 1f & man Is look-
Ing for o ghost of u chunce to maks
hin escape, why doessn’t he hit south,

wop awny from the big places and,
most dangerous of all, the small
towns whera one man Is the ohief of
police and the whols force rolled Into
nne—hblamed ofMclous and Inguisitive
that man i»s generally; then keep un-
der covar by day, travel by night,
and nover ko near anything hireesr
than a hamlet or a farm houss till tha
worat of the hue and cry has disd
down?

“He ecould strike the coast, work
around, say to (iloucester, whers
thers are all kinds of chances of
shipping on a fishing smack that
would keep him out of the world on
tha Grand Banks for & few months,
and when he got back no one would
know him. Hut do any of ‘sm do
that? Not much! They head for
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Canada—and they get caught.” Dr.
Kreslmar resorted to his handker-
chief quite ns unnecessarily as be-
fore, and quite as unneceasarily mop-
ped his face,

Varge ralsed hig head and for a
long minute the eyes of the two men
held ench other's. It was Dr, Kreel-
mar who broke the silence.

"Well, I've got to be jogging along.*
he sald. “Patlent sent for me out this
way more'n an hour ago. A mun
brenking out of penitentiary haa got
protty considerable hard digging
ahead of him, and even If he goea
nouth he doesn't stand much more
show than a hen In a tornado unless
he's got some fnou:‘.‘

Dr. Kreelmar puckered up his face
into n wry grimace, dove hia hand
Into his pocket and brought out a roll
of bille,

"I'm a son ofMeclal,” sald he, “and
I guess I'm breaking my oath and
suborning duty and acting generally
like A blame fool, but then most of
us act according to the lights we're
supplied wih-—hum! I guess |
wouldn't have much of any hesitation
in turning this over to an inmocent
m:n-'—ahn'r"

ump rose suddanly in Varge's
throat—the dootor seomed to wrn.:or
before him through the mist in his
eyan. He could only shake his head,

‘“Wall, it doesn't matter,' sald the
doctor, a little wistfully, “only I'd
Iike to have heard you say It; as It
Is, I reckon 1'll have to keep on
trusting to thoss lighta of mine.
Taka tha monesy, Varge, and—and-—
oh, well—confound it!—take It!"<he
thrust the bills suddenly between the
buttons of Varge's jacket,

“I don't know what I can say to
you'" mald Varge huakily, "“except
what I sald once hefore—Cod bless
you, I'll keep the money for I shall
nead It bhadly enough—when I can,
I'll sond It back to you" He held out
his hand. ‘‘Good-bye.” &

Doetor Krealmar sysd the out.
stretohed hand dubloualy,

“I shook handa with you once be-
fore,” he snapped gruffly, “and I
haven't forgotten It.*

‘“That waa when I was dying”
sald Vargse, smiling through wet
eyea.

“TMum!"™ sald the Iittle man, *“So
It was. Wall, T'll risk 1t."

Ha caught Varge's hand, wrung It
hard In both his own—then turned
and walked quickly to the road.

Varge watched him clamber iante
the buggy and plek up the reins,

“Giddap!™ clucked the little doctor
to his horse,

CHAPTER XVII.

Shipwr eck.

ARGE had headed steadily
south—alwaya south. What
better plan ocould he have
adopted than that so nalve-

fishing smack for the Grand Banka?
He would be away for montha, out
of touch with the world and safe
from pursult; he would be earning
something the while, and on his
turn—well, the time to think of
bad not yet come.

Night after night he had left the
miles behind him. The prison sul
bad long since disappeared—well hid

re-
that

den in the bollow trunk of a fallea .,

tree olose to the spot where Dy, Kreal
mar bad met him. Little by little,
the genersl stores of the small ham
lets, an article st a time, he had sup-
plied himself with the necessitiss that
he lacked.

And so the journey had besn made—
and now, very early one morning, two
weeks since his escaps, he came out
upon & road closs to the beach on the
outakirts of Gloucester.

Near him was & small shack bullt
almost on the sand itself, & dory was
pulled up beyond the tide line, and
apread out on the beach was & bluuk,
tarred net, over which a twisted little
old man was assiduously engag+d.

His mind made up to accost the
old fisherman, Varge stepped quickiy
Across the sand,

"Good morn;n;.“ he uif. :I‘unnuy.

Varge's smile was oon ous.

“Fine mornin'! Fine mornin'!” sald

F

the old man, in & high, pl volce,
“] saw you working down on
the beach” sald arge. ‘I'm »a

stranger hers, and I thought perhaps
you wouldn't mind telling me a few
things 1 want to know."

“Lord!" suld the old fellow simply.
o1 dop't mind, What might It be
you want to know?"

“Well, principally, whare the flah-
ing Heet is,” replled Varge.

The old faherman waved his arm
with an expansive gosture oOcsan-
ward,

“You :-a:..n;?" g"m Varge, “that
they've left here

“Why, teo-hes,” tittered the old fal-
low, “you didn't expect to find ‘sm
hero, did you? But then 1 dunno as
you didn't. kind o' looks as though
you did. Weeks ago they left—"twon't
be more'n another thres months naow
‘fore they'll be comin’' back. What
might be your Interest in ‘em?"

“Well,” * sald  Varge frankly, *I
wanted to make a trip on ons of the
boats.”

“Know anything ‘baout slittin' or
packin' or, most of all, dryin'?""

“No,” admitted Varge, a little
dully. “I'm afraid 1 don't."
“Might try Jonuh Sully, He's the

only one who basn't gone. He's start-
in'."

“Who Is Jonah Sully ™

“Jonah Sully o' the Mary K. Jones!
U'nluckiest man on the coast. Hoo-
donea sverything ha touches.”

“And how I8 it he didn't sail this
timo when the others did?’

“Pendyceotus,” sald the old fullow,
“Went down to Boston more'n six
weeks ago to have It cut out., Hein'
Jonah, they bad to do It twice, an'
it kept him thers longer'n It would
most folks. [ heerd ha cale'luted to

get off with the obb tide this mornin’
to plek up what he could get, rather
than lose tha hull sesson™

“Where will I und him?™" aaked
Varge, rising. 1 think 1 will risk

It If he will take me—and if he i
noiling thie morning 1 guess [ had
bettor hurry along.'

L. Packard
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“Why, you'll find him fast tlo’ 5
down to Varley's flsh wharf—any .
Il show you the p#m." o
arge was at "
shipped at the last moment and o

"

-« T

An hour later

reluctnatly under the name S
“Peters,” by Cap'n Jonah Sully. -

L

CHAPTER XVIII.
« “My Name Is Peters.” = =
- HE sun set on an angry P,
and the Mary K. Jones ¥ :
making beavy weatherof 86
By midnight & merciless
North Atlantic hurricasd
was raging, and the schooner,
reefod, head Into It, pounded and
tered, was laying to fighting to el
out the storm-—and it was an anxious
little group In glistening yellow !
skins that gathersd by the wheel . o
In the scanty leo of the "house™ =
Over the bows, far, far un,
& queer wavering white streak, tops
ping a gigantic, on-rushing wall -
utter blackness. A moment |t <4
to hang In awful heait —~then 1
tumbling tons of w.lll"n:!:lm x N
the bownm, ahaking the schooner as &
terrisr shakea a rat, and, burying the
deck, caine on roaring,
Ing high above the ralls
*PWith all his stre sth Varge
stren
to the corner of the “house”—he
torn from his hold In an
fn.ul lo‘lrl.r hlmlt lifted, rolled
L) . M m
thing with a viclous ih:gk—m
cally his hands shot ou g
again, and, smothered, cho -5
::nun.d by the blow, he bung 5.
A flash of lgh od
Across the sky. V:‘:n.;wﬂ q
toward the wheel—there was no
The crew was gone. Jonah
Iny senseless on the heaving Nk
arge led Joush Sully, shouting
in the ‘s ear—there was no
swar. Then quickly be latd
skipper down in the shelter of
house,” passed the end of a
of tackle that was tralling frem
cabin rvof beneath the :t‘hr‘.
pits, and made it fast. Thers
sheath-knife In Jonah's belt—'
l::rlé:hod it and clawed his way .
The Mary K. Jones, broadside B
the mainsall drawing, was lmﬁ Wy~
an angle that threatened every A
stant to roll her bottom side up.
crest broke, eurled, bubbled,
;:.l: 't'o Varge's :h“‘do'c:-.-.nnl
~wAy across the
against the ’l“. ‘rud. a8
ns oo ra
his face, the water
him. He got to his knees and
Lo main sbeet pad begea Lo padl
- t to
it with his .

The achooner rose from the
:r. up, toward another

most to the top. Thea it broks
& roar. The deck canted
at right angies, but this t!
his .(.ut were from

n.

Suddenly it parted with &
ke tol
] lup:'mlllbl. and like &

quick

& wave and began to alide
the black, yawning valley;
and bracing himself as ghe
:'p':::d. nearing the paxt
He reached the forecastle and
more began to ply his lnife.
foremast, llke a broken limb
from a tres, stretched outboa
the schooner’s side, but the
by & tangle of sall
E:undtn: and thrashing, was

voc of rall and deck.

In the utter darkneas Varge
on by the sense of
bewing, hacking—at times
upon face to gasp and
& awirl of water over
times working with more
succeas as the | hu‘.nl
the heavens, ¢t wild,
waste of sen and his fmo
rolundlnn. s

t went at » the mast, as
with It a section of the |
once, twice, once more . 1 .
sohooner's hull with crunching, =
blows—then swept away on the e
of a aod cleared
VarsihBivi, in some
rope o aft
the les of the "hnuz.v Jo
still lay there, but now hs
feebly and morned as Vl:ln
him. Varge lifted the a
sltting posture,
more ucau? around the
bo.cillr. h:tnu them lbau'i
well, and sat down upon the dealk,
back to the “houu."po

He bent hia head suddenly closs
the other's mouth—the akipper,
mlurly conscious, was talking to
[ 1]

“'Long 'bacut dark” mumbled
nah Bully, “I reckon it'd heen
if Ird thought to run for the | g
o' "= his volce trailed off, o

Varge sralghtened up, and a 1
grim, without mirth, was on his '
ns he stared out before hims
the white-flacked darkness.

And now a white, strangely , N
patch of water seemed to rise By
befors him—then a ahock h .

to his knees. The schooner
hesitant an instant, then ME
with a grinding, crashing e
shook her In every timber—ahe wea &
fust on a reef—and the shore wessdh
quarter of a mile away.
High over now broke the
ravening wolves sure at last of
proy—the lashings around him, *
porting  Jonah ully in his
Varge's eyes fixed shoreward
the smother of spume and the
of fiying spray. How long
schooner hold together?
(To Be Continued.)
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“Come down from the roof!" ha from smoke, and hud Leen overcoms ; i i 1
ordersd peremptorily. “Come down upon its threshold, 4 Bear Ehis " mmj' not Ouly fr." YOUI‘SEIf but for !H)‘ of )‘OUF frlends
at once!” “Janet! Janet!"—his words wera a | WHo expect to spend their vacations in the country.

“Clang-clang-clank - splt!” — a strong man's soba now, as ho snatehed
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